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Love Story 


Author's Notes: 

This story is littered with Yelawolf lyrics-originally meant to be a songfic for Yelawolf's song Love Story, but 
there are quotes from multiple of his songs off the Love Story album used as dialogue and descriptions. 
Although 99% of the writing is mine hah | just used some quotes 


‘Ground bottle six with the permanent bliss 


Razor sharp glass lips, give me a kiss: 


"Don't forget me," He had said the night he left. "Love is the story | wrote." 


The words echoed throughout his head, now buried in his hands - his long, inky hair pushed out of his face 
with a red bandana. The tears were obvious now - streaming down his face, ruining the makeup he would be 
wiping off any moment now anyway. He didn't know why he was crying. He had left months ago - no, it had 


been over a year now. Over a year since he had last seen him, last spoken to him. "For the best". His stage 


paint was dripping down his chin, and the more he wiped away the tears the faster they came and they 
couldn't stop, wouldn't stop. Throw his heart down on the ground, stomp on it, use the blood for the ink. And 
he wondered how he kept coming up with lyrics. Heartbreak was a wonderful subject. 


Empty bottles on the table. 


They were from DJ earlier, left carelessly on his bunk, but the sight of them made him want to drink. Drink to 
forget his feelings, drink to forget his sorrows. Drink to forget him. 


Black roses on the ground. 
Silhouettes of people dancing to an unfamiliar sound. 
"Don't forget me, | love you so." 


"Love is the story | wrote." 


He wasn't sure when he fell asleep but he couldn't have been out for long. He awoke to feel a tissue being 


wiped across his face. He opened one eye, as the other was forced shut by the cleaning material. 
"DJ?" 


"Nikki, what happened? You look like hell, man. Why were you crying?" The guitarist sat down next to him on his 
bunk, wrapping an arm around the bassist. For the first time, Nikki felt small next to his much-younger 
bandmate. He forced a chuckle past his lips, grabbing another tissue out of the box DJ had placed on his bunk. 
He continued to wipe his face down, ridding himself of his dried stage makeup, pretending to be so busy that 
he couldn't speak. 


"l'm not leaving until you talk to me about this, Nik I've walked in on you sobbing to yourself far too many 
times. I'm worried" DJ's icy blue eyes shimmered with concern. Nikki could barely stand to look at them. He 


didn't want to talk. 


"You know why." The older man murmured, crumpling the tissues into a ball in his hand and tossing them into 


the nearest trash can, which was only a few feet away. 
"| don't.” 
Nikki turned, staring blankly at his bandmate. 


DJ stared right back, sucking softly on his bottom lip nervously. 


"Him. H's always about him, DJ." 


"Nikki, | hate to tell you this, but you need to move on. Try going out with someone else, there are plenty of 
people-" 


"Don't you understand?" Nikki growled, exasperated already. "Him and | were together for thirty-four years! Do 


you honestly expect me to just give up and move on?" 

DJ rested a hand on Nikki's own, sighing softly. He found it hard to match the bassist's fiery eyes. 

'I- I'm sorry, Nikki. | really am. | don't know why he did what he did, | don't think any of us will ever know - 
but what's done is done. And it's been over a year, man - you gotta pull yourself out of this. And you know 
what they say - you can walk through hell almost every night but | believe it's a pathway." 

"Well, | can't believe he would leave me." 

"He made a mistake." DJ murmured softly, squeezing Nikki's hand once. 


Nikki gently wrung his hand away from his friend's, pulling his legs onto his bunk 


"Lately, I've been afraid of myself" Nikki mumbled, burying his face in his hands. "I just feel like if I'm left 


alone, all I'll do is think about him and-" 
"Is gonna be okay." DJ murmured, rubbing his friend's back softly. 


Nikki's face was dried by now, as clean as he could get it without a mirror. DJ didn't dare touch his face while 
he was awake - it wasn't his to touch. In reality, it was no one but Nikki's to touch, but the bassist was still 


convinced otherwise. 

"Hey, Nikki?" 

The black-haired man had nearly nodded off sitting up. DJ chuckled, teasingly pushing him down onto the bunk 
It was pleasing to see Nikki's cheerful smile take the place of the all-too familiar frown as his head smacked 
lightly against the pillow. 

"Get some sleep, Nik. Gotta play another show tomorrow night. LA, baby!" DJ grinned, trying his hardest to be 
optimistic. Nikki's smile faltered for a moment when he heard LA, though. The tour had only just started it 
felt, and this gig was barely over an hour from Nikki's home. But LA. was something else. LA. was where he 
lived. 


"He's not gonna come to the show, is he?" 


DJ glanced down at his lap. 


"| don't know, Nikki. He may. But whether he does or doesn't won't matter, because we're gonna put on a 
kickass show and no exes are gonna ruin that. But, Nikki. do you want him to go? Would you mind if you saw 


him in the front row?" 
"l'm not sure." The bassist grumbled, sitting back up. DJ lightheartedly pushed him back down 


"Go to bed. We can talk more in the morning if you'd like" DJ smiled softly at his friend before taking to his 


own bunk. 


Nikki laid awake for a while, until James, too, crawled up in his bunk and shut the curtain The lights were 


flicked off and soon the darkness cornering the edges of his vision gave way to sleep. 


"Meet me outside the bus." 


The words were obvious, no matter whether they were screamed and Nikki couldn't hear them over the music 


or if they were simply mouthed. 

Tommy Lee, his Tommy Lee - was standing in the front row, desperately trying to get Nikki's attention. 

The bassist was overjoyed and terrified but he couldn't tear the smile off his face for the rest of the show. 
The long-haired man leaned against the dumpster outside their bus, thinking. Imagining. 


Tommy, not nearly as beautiful as he was in 1987 but beautiful nonetheless to Nikki, with his choppy, short 
black hair and tall, skinny frame - possibly even skinnier than it had been years ago. He dressed more like a 
hip-hop kid nowadays but Nikki didn't care - it was still his Tommy. He was the same man who put Nikki 
through so much agony and gave him so many good times. The same man he had cherished and loved and held 
for thirty-four years - only to be cut short by what DJ called a mistake. Maybe Tommy would sneak up 
behind him and grab him around the waist like he used to do, spin him around and kiss him fully. Or maybe 
he'd be crying and tell Nikki how sorry he was, how much he regretted his actions and how he wanted to try 
again. Or, as Nikki's mind ran wild, he pictured the drummer dropping to one knee in front of him and proposing 
as an apology. Nikki would say yes, of course - Nikki would say yes no matter what Tommy did. Or maybe he 


would- 
"Nikki! What are you doing out there?" James called from an open window on the bus, peering out into the 
blackness of night. Nikki waved, bouncing happily around the trash bins. The singer hadn't seen Nikki so excited 


in. over a year. Wonder what could get him back to his old self again 


"Just a moment, James! I'm meeting someone." 


James closed the window again, already sensing what had happened. He closed the blinds down. 
Nikki waited for what felt like hours. Another ten minutes, no longer. 


It was about then that the familiar skinny frame of home stalked around the corner. Nikki couldn't see the 
face, but he knew. He fought against every muscle in his body begging to go leap on the drummer. 


"Hey, Nikki." 


The bassist's heart skipped a beat or maybe stopped when Tommy said his name, but he caught himself and 


smiled. 

"Hey, T-Bone." 

Tommy's electric smile glinted in the moonlight. 

‘| just wanted to tell you that you put on a great show." 

Nikki almost frowned. 

"That's not all. i-is it?" 

Tommy snickered, taking a few steps closer. Nikki found himself rooted to the ground. 


"Of course not. Listen, | - Christ, how do | even say this." Tommy trailed off, staring at the ground. Nikki 
battled the urge to comfort him. 


"Okay, Nikki. l- | made a huge mistake. A terrible, horrendous fucking mistake. The worst mistake of my life. I've 


never regretted anything quite as much as | regret leaving you." 


They were the words Nikki was dying to hear, would murder to hear. He was sitting in his vision with a reason 


to celebrate. 
"Why did it take you so long to figure it out? Is it true now, or just play?" 


"Nikki, | had to talk to you in person, | couldn't do it over the phone. But then, you were on tour with Sixx:AM. 
- | never got a chance, baby! But when | saw you were coming here, my god - you know | could never resist 
at least trying to set things right. Please, Nikki - | understand if you don't - but please, take me back. I'l 


always be the one that runs up to protect you. You know its been so cold all year alone in bea." 


The sound of Tommy pleading nearly broke Nikki's heart until his heart remembered it had already been broken 


for some time now. No, his pleading was healing it. 


Tommy was standing nearly flush against Nikki now, until the shorter of the two wrapped his arms around 
Tommy and tugged him in for a tight hug. The embrace was warmly shared between the two men 


Nikki initiated the first kiss they'd shared in far too long, moving his lips softly against his lover's with all the 


emotion of their first time. 
Tommy's hands traveled to Nikki's hair, tangling in the black locks, the other settling on the curve of his back. 
His hands held Nikki's body tightly against his. Nikki's cheeks flushed brightly when Tommy's lips met his neck, 
and he moaned involuntarily. 


“Tommy, |-" 


"If you don't wanna go all the way again yet, we don't have to. But I'd like to." Tommy murmured, lips finding 
and suckling on Nikki's earlobe. 


"Oh, no, baby - | want it, | want you! So, badly. Fuck, I've missed this so much.’ 


"When's your bus leaving?" Tommy leaned back for a moment, hands resting on his once-again-boyfriend's hips. 


They felt so soft, and Tommy couldn't wait to see them without clothing covering them. 
“Tomorrow afternoon - to your place?" Nikki mumbled, panting softly in Tommy's ear. 


"Yeah, yeah - you know it" Tommy smirked playfully, giving his lover a slap on the ass. "Go tell James and DJ 


where you're going. Make sure they know you'll be back in time." 


"Kay." Nikki stumbled away from the drummer, and back onto the bus. The skinny man looked on, amused. He 
had missed the smaller man so much. It finally felt like he was complete again with Nikki by his side. 


"Hey, Nikki." Tommy snagged his love's wrist before he trotted over to Tommy's car. 


"Yeah, baby?" Nikki made a noise that could've passed for a giggle, leaning in and pecking Tommy's lips. The 


taste was oh-so-familiar but new every time and Nikki couldn't get enough of it. 
"| love you, Nik-Nok. | never stopped” 


Without a moment's hesitation, Nikki replied, "I love you, too, Tommy." 


